IMPATIENCE  AT  SINING
materials, and a servant-interpreter who would be persona
grata amongst the Mongols.
Lu, in turn, lost no time in leading us to the governor's
yamen where he was known. We handed our passports over
to Feng, the secretary, for the governor, Ma Lin, uncle of
General Ma Bu-fang, was unable to read. We waited in a
warm guard-room, drinking tea under the inquiring gaze of
the subalterns who passed in and out. I had to laugh at a
very amusing fresco painted on a wall in the courtyard. It
represented a ventriloquist with his doll on his knee—Japan
and Manchukuo, of course! But we waited in vain. It was
impossible to guess at our chances of success. Once more we
had only to be patient. So we left.
Peter had the bright idea of at once looking up C. C. Ku,
to whom we had an introduction from his brother, a student
in Peking. Ku spoke fluent English, having studied at
Cornell University. He had been sent from Nanking to
Sining with the rank of lieutenant-general, and succeeded in
making a good impression on "The Young General," Ma
Bu-fang. His opinion was that it would be advisable for us to
have military permits from the latter. Our new friend
approved our avowed purpose of living the lives of hunters
in the steppes—we did not dare speak of Kashgar—for
shooting was his own great passion. He was leaving the next
day for Tangar, the last village before one comes to the
solitudes, at a day's journey from Sining. But he then and
there took the trouble to write to Feng, who was a school
friend of his, and also to "The Young General/5 saying that
we were his friends and that we might safely be helped on our
way.
Everything seemed to be working out for the best in the
best of all possible worlds, and Peter with triumphant
audacity proclaimed:
"I hope you realize now why I wanted to do the last two
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